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PROJECT REPORT- COLORADO BEND
COMPILED BY Terry Holsinger

March 13, 1999
Participants: Russ Johnson, Curtis Vaughn ,
Glenn Rogerson, Robert Tait, Will Harris, Jeff
Tabor, Marcus Canonilo, Wayne Peplinski, Don
Abercrombie, Eric Abercrombie, Nickolis
Abercrombie, Aaron Sheefifet, Brandy Johnson,
Sara Springer, Amanda Finke, Jack Johnson,
Harold Haddock, Travis Scott, Jim Morris,
Beckie Johnson Morris, Rachel Donovan, Rafal
Kedzierski, Nico Hauwert, Joseph Beerg, Ed
Goff, Bonnie Longley, Terry Holsinger.

fter a couple of clear weather
weekends, the rains carne again.
Friday it rained l. 75" at the park
before noon. It then looked like it would
be clear for the rest of the weekend.
Wrong. A second storm front moved
through the park dumping another .75"
of rain around 11:30 Friday evening.
Most everyone at the cavers' camp was
already in their tents so the rain caused
little concern. Saturday morning it was
cold, damp, and windy. Keith Heuss
decided he would rather be at home and
left around 7:30, and Butch (Keith's GPS
cohort) decided that staying home was
also the better thing to do this weekend.
Bonnie Longley arrived at the low water crossing outside of Bend around 2:30
in the morning to find the crossing a
couple of feet under water. She slept in
her car until the water was low enough
to continue. After a little more sleep she
also headed home as the weather showed
no signs of getting much warmer or drier.
No survey was done this weekend as we
tried to get descriptions of caves written. This is an aspect of the project that
has not been a priority lately.

A

Team One was Will Harris, Jeff Tabor,
Marcus Canonilo, and Sara Springer.
This team first headed to Lemons
Ranch Cave to try and make it back to
the pit. Members of this team had tried
to reach the pit during the trip of 2-131999, but were turned back by "bad air"
THE T EXAS CAVER

near the entrance of the crawl. This time
the team was able to make it to the pit.
The air was a little "stale" but was good
enough for Will and Sara to bottom the
13-meter pit. At the bottom they noticed,
but did not push, the crawl that crosses
the bottom of the pit. They also checked
out the two passages at the top of the pit
which continued past the pit. Both passages continue but were left to push on
another day. This means if the air becomes a little less stale, there is some
more surveying to be done in Lemons
Ranch Cave. After leaving Lemons
Ranch Cave, the team headed to Polish
Pit. They entered and proceeded to the
bottom of the second drop, explored the
crevice area, and left having written a
description of the part of the cave they
visited.
SAB233 Polish Pit
The entrance is a narrow crevice
sloping down, from the side of a creek
bed, to a small room above the first drop.
Here you drop the 6 meters to the Landing Pad. From here a small passage
heads towards the surface creek, and the
second drop heads away from the surface creek. Dropping the 15 meters down
this drop you notice the walls of this
crevice-like drop are covered with nice
flowstone. At the bottom of this drop the
cave continues to the left and right as a
tall, sloping crevice, about 10 meters tall,
in a parallel direction to the surface
stream. In the upslope direction, the cave
continues for I 0+ meters to a small room
with many formations. A smaller passage extends from this room for at least
another 10 meters. In the down-slope
direction from the bottom of the second
drop the cave continues as a crevice to
the third drop.
Total time for team one: 26.0

Team Two: Travis Scott, Brandy
Johnson, Rachel Donovan, and Amanda
Finke.
This team was headed out to the
Lively Pasture and wrote descriptions of
the caves entered. They also filled out a
new information form for each cave. As
is the habit for new teams to the Lively
Pasture, they ended up taking a bit longer
than they planned in getting to the area,
and then they were not in the area they
should have been in. They managed to
get good information on the cave they
entered, which did not have descriptions
already done. After visiting three caves
they were wet and cold and still had a
long hike back to the trucks, so they
headed back to camp making it there just
before dark. This team is ready to go
back to this area and continue with this
task, and feel that knowing where they
should be going, they will be more productive next trip.
SAB 194 Sore Back Cave
The entrance is a tight crevice-like
crawl about 3 meters long. The squeeze
makes a 90° left turn and drops about
2.5 meters. Then after passing a tighter
squeeze, you come to an 8-meter drop.
There is also a short passage continuing
to the right from the top of the pit, for
about 3.5 meters. The pit may be climbable, but a rope was used on this trip.
There are a few short passages leading
from the bottom of the pit. One of the
passages descends about three meters
and opens into a crevice, 113 meter wide,
about 6 meters tall, and over 10 meters
long, which then opens up as though it
met with another crevice. This passage
descends to another drop of 6+ meters,
were it may join with a small stream
passage. The Team states that they need
to return and continue to describe this
19
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cave, as it is one of the more complex
caves in the park.
Total time for team two: 26.0

Team Three: Ed Goff, Nico Hauwert,
Rafa/ Kedzierski, Wayne Peplinski, Jim
Morris, Beckie Johnson Morris.
They were Headed to a lead Nico
had "found" on an earlier trip, called
Scorpion Pit. The team departed the
TSA campground on foot around 11
a.m. We walked first to Puberty Pit,
then backtracked through the woods and
found the road that leads to Gorman
Falls. A karst feature (vertical entrance,
too small to enter) was noted in the road.
From there, we walked east and north
to an area of large cracks. After examining the area, we walked north another
couple hundred meters to our objective:
a tight vertical entrance Nico had found
and done some digging on, which he had
named Scorpion Pit in honor of some
friendly arachnids. We lowered a
weighted rope and found the depth to
be approximately 40 feet. About halfway down, there was a constriction too
narrow to pass. Below this, the crack
bells out into a room, and water can
be seen trickling over flowstone on the
tloor. For several hours, we took turns
rappelling down and hammering at the
obstruction. Rafal and I returned to the
truck and brought back my GPS receiver and some snacks for everyone. I
got a IS-minute averaged GPS location.
It was getting dark when I emerged
from the last hammering shift, and
Wayne and I were the last ones to leave
for camp. Later members of this team
left for a trip to Polish Pit. These were
Ed Goff, and Wayne Peplinski. Wayne
and I left the campfire about II :30 Saturday night, and Rafal showed us the
entrance to Polish Pit. We used a single
200-foot rope and had 6 feet left over at
the bottom. We looked into one side
passage halfway down, but left the
other, which involves swinging over to
a ledge , for our next visit to the cave.
The ledge did not look as difficult as it
had been described. Wayne waited at the
20

bottom of the second drop while I descended the final 40 feet or so of the
crack to the bottom of the cave, the
"Quintessence Room." (A nice
chockstone in the crack over this drop
serves for a rebelay.) This is a small mudfloored room with a couple of small
mud-filled drain holes in the floor on the
side closest to the river, with a completely mud-filled passage 4 feet high
by 8 to I 0 feet wide leading in the opposite direction. This could be a challenging dig project. We returned to camp
about 3 am, and I sketched the bottom
of the cave from memory, since the last
drop and Quintessence Room are not
accurately represented on the map.
Sunday the team regrouped and
headed back to Scorpion Pit. This time
they were: Don Abercrombie, Eric
Abercrombie, Ed Goff, Nico Hauwert,
Wayne Peplinski.
They returned to Scorpion Pit
about 9:30 Sunday morning, fully expecting to get in. Eric, a slender teenager, descended but was uncertain he'd
be able to get back up past the squeeze
and so did not chance it. I tried next, attaching a figure-8 to my harness on a
length of Spectra cord to get it off to one
side in order to be able to squeeze
through. I found a spot where I thought
I might just be able to wriggle down into
the room by exhaling fully, but I also
opted not to risk ending up stuck below
the constriction. Nico, who had a fairly
bulky climbing system, decided not to
bother since it was becoming clear no
one would get into the cave that day. The
entrance will take a little more work, but
we intend to get in and survey it in April.
Total time for team three: 49.0
hours.

Team Four: Russ Johnson, Curtis
Vaughn, Glenn Rogerson, Robert Tail,
Jack Johnson, and Harold Haddock.
Russ has taken on the task of the
continuing exploration and survey of
Gorman Creek Crevice, the longest
cave in the county, and this weekend he
led the second trip to familiarize him-

self with the location of existing survey
points. They encountered standing water near the entrance, evidence of the
recent rains. They headed to the pit to
descend it and investigate the second
drop in its floor. Thanks to the storm
front that blew through, the air quality
was only a little stale and was still easily breathable at the bottom of the 8meter drop. Once at the bottom of the
second drop, about S meters, the sound
of flowing water could be heard. This
has strengthened our theory on what is
occurring in the upper Gorman Creek
drainage. This passage will need a little
digging to enlarge it so that normal sized
people will be able to fit. By this point
the team had been wet and in the cave
for about 7 hours, and a few were ready
to head further downstream to try and
relocate survey markers from the area
of the stream at the end of survey. They
exited the cave around 9:30 and spent
the next 2 hours lost in the windy subsao night, until they reached the trucks
at 11:30. Rob and Glen then left for
Austin while the others returned to camp
by 12:00. See end of report for a first
hand description of this trip from Rob
and Glen both new to the project.
Total time for team Four: 72.0
Total time for weekend: 172.0
hours
The one good thing about all these
trips and the storms that have been proceeding them is the air quality has been
better later in the year than it has been
the last couple of years. As it turned out,
the next week the park received a heavy
rain that had water flowing out of
Gorman Cave and flooded the low water crossing to town. If this weather
keeps up, we should be able to get more
done later in the year then usual. We plan
to continue writing descriptions of the
caves as well as continue our surveys.
Our next big task is to finish drafting the
maps of the caves we have surveyed. It
takes around twice as long to draft the
map as it takes to survey the cave, so
this task will keep us busy through the
summer.
ToE TnAs CAVER
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PROJECT REPORT- COLORADO BEND
BY RobTait

March 13, 1999
an't remember names. I have a hard
nough time with faces, but names
re really out. If I try real hard, and
take notes, I sometimes can remember a
name the first time. Usually after repeated exposure (like carcinogens) it will
stick. If you happen to be female, and I
think there might be a chance that we
might get together for a quiet dinner, the
odds go up, but only because I would
put your name on a post-it and stick it
on my shoe. So I can't remember names.
It can come in handy, like on a recent
trip to Colorado Bend where I spent
about 12 hours in Gorman Creek Crevice and another 2 hours making the 20
minute walk back to the cars. If I knew
names, I could name them, with wild
accusations or humiliating stories. Alas,
I have no such capacity. So the story is
generic, and the innocent are protected.
I arrived with Glenn (I learned his
name in less than a month) Saturday
morning, driving through the frosty air.
I wondered why every time I choose to
go to Colorado Bend, the air temperature and the wind conspire to extract the
most heat from one's body in the shortest amount of time. At least we were
smart and planned to return to Austin that
night. It's warm in Texas Caves. If we
did not freeze to death waiting to go caving, everything would be just fine. I was
glad to have my Michigan quality ear
muffs and mittens while things were
sorted out. Terry (he has the same name
as my brother - I learned his name almost right away) selected a team torecon Gorman Creek Crevice, which included Glenn, four other guys, and myself. We were to push any leads that
looked promising and look for survey
markers. Sounded like a plan.
Terry pulled out the map to refresh
the memories of he folks that had been

E
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there before, and we distributed the gear.
While the others were looking at the
map, I was wandering around camp taking pictures of all the cold people (some
I did not recognize without their winter
cloths off at the Posse a few days later).
When I got laid off from my job in
Michigan, my former coworkers chipped
in and bought me climbing and caving
gear. They know that I carry a lot of junk,
and got me the biggest cave bag they
could find . I was honored. In honor of
this fine gift, I volunteered to carry the
100' of rope that we were hauling along
to do the pit at the bottom. There was
not much room in my bag to spare, but
it fit. That was the extent of the distributed gear.
Shortly after 10:30, we loaded into
two pickup trucks and headed off for the
parking lot just down from the ranger 's
house, and proceeded on foot from there.
I blindly followed the leader, taking in
the scenery, and making note of some
landmarks. Without any backtracking
or confusion we found ourselves on top
of the crevice in short order. It was not
until then that it dawned on me that there
would be a 20-minute walk back to the
truck for clean and/or dry cloths. Drat.
Ah well. We stowed whatever we did
not want to take in the cave (for me it
was a sweatshirt, coat, mittens, and ear
muffs), fired up our lamps, and negotiated the first hand climb down from the
crevice into the cave shortly after 11:30.
Glenn asked if he should bring a digging tool, and without much encouragement decided on his own to pack this
little thing that sort oflooked like a little
pick ax with one flat blade. When we
all made unkind remarks about the virtue of hauling such a thing, he declared
that because we made fun of him, he was
leaving it behind. No one argued.

A couple of guys held back in the
entrance room to take notes and sketch,
while the rest of us started in the crawl.
Half an hour after we entered the cave,
our merry band of crawlers were surprised to find a Ringtail cat that had decided that it did not want to be chased
any further down the passage. Perhaps
it knew something we didn ' t. I was in
the rear of the line and debated crawling
up to get a picture of the critter, but there
was some concern that tangling with
such a beast in confined quarters might
be foolhardy at best and very painful at
worst. Given that the passage was barely
large enough for two people to pass each
other, if the cat decided to come out
when I was coming up , the passage
would have been plugged. I have never
seen an animal react adversely to electronic flash (although I did drive a Pack
Rat to distraction with the infrared
rangefinder on my Olympus, but that's
a different story). I then decided to try
to snap a picture as it came by, that way
only the guilty would get mauled. The
plan was that our lead person would ease
by the Ringtail and flank it, as everybody else tried to become part of the left
wall. The plan worked, and the cat came
shooting down the passage like a scalded
dog. For my efforts, I have a fuzzy dark
picture of where the cat was sometime
after it streaked by. Drat. Ah well.
Going was not too bad. The passage was not ta11 enough to get all the
way up on hands and knees, but the floor
was smooth dirt. We had been warned
to keep dry if possible, because being
wet would make things troublesome further in the cave. Good advice, although
it turned out a little hard to follow. In
almost no time at all we had encountered water. Not a lot of water as the
deepest pool was less than two feet deep.
21
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The problem was that there was no way
around it. My concern was to not fall
behind the other cavers (not a problem
really - it would be hard to get lost in
this cave), and to keep my camera dry.
The choice between getting me wet or
the camera wet put me in second place,
and I carefully lugged the bag through
the bathtub, keeping the camera side of
the cave bag up at all times.
The first couple of pools soaked me
to my chest. Where there was flow, the
water was pretty shallow, and not much
trouble. It was about th.is time that Glenn
commented that he really hates crawling on gravel, and shortly after that he
reiterated that he REALLY HATES
crawling on gravel. Part of the reason
could be because he never uses elbow
pads, but it could go deeper that that. I
will leave the reasons as an exercise for
the reader. I was not too thrilled by the
gravel myself. It was this small and
pointy stuff, too small for throwing, and
too big for sling shots. When Glenn's
level of dislike became public knowledge, word came back from up the line
that this was the easy stuff, the fist size
rocks were coming up soon. Drat. Oh
Well.
We would hit pools of water intermittently. Some of them were quite fetid.
Not much water movement in those
pools, just dark, murk and stench. We
managed a few breaks on the way, and
some of us even got to sit up. We came
across a side passage that looked like it
was a close relative of the same crevice
we crawled in from. The walls were too
muddy to thoroughly explore or climb,
so we pushed on, and by 2:00 we came
across a side passage that opened in to a
great crevice, similar to the previous one.
This crevice, however, was sealed at the
top by large boulders, rocks , and mud,
and had some adequate handholds that
enabled exploration. I got the impression
that if the proper, fist-sized , rock were
removed, the entire ceiling would fall
away, exposing a clear path to the outside. l kept my hands in my pockets. A
couple of guys went up and poked
22

around 40 feet or so over our heads. We
could not see them, but got reports back
from the void: "Here's a sapling that was
growing at one time, there must have
been sunlight in this crevice in recent
h.istory." We appreciated the significance
of what they were saying and shouted
encouragement. "Dig!". More time
passed, and we heard that there were
roots coming through the clay. We
helped them with more encouragement.
"DIG!!" we cried. They decided that it
was hopeless, but we persisted in supporting their exploratory efforts by repeating, "DIIIIGGGG!! !". In the interest in maintaining a broader readership,
the response will not be published in th.is
chronicle.
The team secured a safe climb
down using the rope, and we were on
our way. We were a little excited that
we may have found a short cut that
would enable access to the back of the
cave without all the wear and tear on the
knee pads, if we could only locate the
feature from the surface. There was
some lament that no one brought any
percussive earth moving supplies, but we
did not beat ourselves up too badly. Who
knew (Besides Glenn, who clearly left
his digging implement to teach us a lesson)?
Three quarters of an hour of crawling on fist-size rocks terminated at the
pit. I was glad to get the rope out of the
bag and see it put to use. It would have
been a bummer to haul it all the way in
and not get to use it. It was bad enough
that I forgot my vertical gear. We rigged
the drop, tying off to a large formation/
bolder that was right at the lip. We protected our rope from the sharp protrusions in the rock by lining the area with
tee shirts. Glenn harnessed up with his
frog and negotiated the lip with a moderate amount of grace, only drooping
about three feet before all the slack got
taken up. I don't think he swore or anything. He made the rest of the 10-meter
drop without further excitement.
The pit has a pit within it, slightly
offset requiring taking a few steps to

drop the second pit. Off to either side
are passages that go back about 15
meters on one side and about 20 on the
other. This comfortable walking chamber had small crawling leads that wandered off to places where only the extreme and punishment-ready caver
would dare follow. Why we did not pursue them to their full extent and ultimate
conclusion can only be attributed to time
constraints and bad air. They looked fun,
if not promising, and very cozy. Before
Glen had a chance to discover these treasures, he became a little concerned about
the quality of the air and asked for a cigarette lighter. The next guy down the rope
forgot to bring a lighter. Glenn was not
pleased. Glenn sent up his harness for
me to use and put a butterfly knot on the
rope so I could lower his cave bag, the
one with the lighter in it. I returned the
rope so I could climb down, forgetting
the cave bag. Glenn was ready to come
up at this point. We dropped another
caver down the rope WITH a lighter.
Somehow he went over the lip of the pit
such that the rope was behind him. The
inevitable slack was going to cause serious problems with equilibrium if he let
loose, so he hung on to the rigging with
one hand and did some sort of Irish jig
to get on the right side of the rope. He
made the bottom without further incident, and with the lighter.
I geared up and re-routed the rope
so that it had a higher vantage and made
the drop without incident. Well, almost.
The butterfly that was tied in the rope
was now about a meter off the ground
because the rope was re-routed. My inseam is just under a meter. Serves me
right for not dropping the lighter to begin with. I got untangled and joined in
the air quality experiments. With great
effort we got the lighter adjusted so that
it would light ever so often. When it
did light, the flame separated itself from
the lighter by a distance as large as an
inch. I have never seen this effect in the
Indiana or Kentucky caves I am used to.
Sometimes the flame would burn normally for a few seconds and then the lit
THE TEXAS CAVER
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part would wander away from the lighter
and return. Most fascinating. We probably spent half an hour playing with that
lighter. I pulled out my piezo striking
lighter, and would not light at all. Then
came the matches. I wanted to see what
kitchen matches would do. Once we figured out how to light them, we discovered that their heads would bum just fine,
but the wooden handles were fireproof.
This is so far outside my realm of experience we tried the experiment about 10
times, in different configurations, until
the chamber was full of sulfurous smoke.
OOPS. We performed cognitive tests on
each other (Recite Quickly-"'' m not the
fig plucker, I'm the fig plucker's son, but
I'll pick your figs 'till the fig pickings
done"), and our reactions were tested
against someone's collection of pedophile jokes.
Glenn decided that he would be
able to breath better topside, but other
team members who were not afraid of a
little bad air proceeded to the bottom of
the second pit. The sound of rushing
water could be heard, and the smallest
of our team nearly dislocated himself (or
some part thereof) in a vain attempt to
follow a small passage to the source of
the sound. In the process, his light began to fail, and I used that as an excuse
to drop the second pit and check it out,
delivering a light in the process. The
space was cozy, with interesting colors
and shapes about, and it turned out to be
easier to free climb (with my chest ascender fully engaged on the rope) than
it was to frog out. We had done as much
as we could do, and it was time to start
heading out. It was too smoky to take
any more pictures. I learned by watching that spectra webbing does not make
good prussic knots, but was still impressed that people still use prussic for
ascending. I thought I was cheep! I
managed to stuff a very wet and extremely muddy rope into my cave bag.
Funny, I had always used a cave bag to
keep my stuff more or less free of mud.
This was a new paradigm. I learned that
a wet and muddy rope is a heavy rope,
THE TEXAS CAVER

and took liberal opportunities to make
observations about the same. We were
all up and ready to roll by 7:30. Roll may
be the optimal word. Would have
worked for me if the passage was wide
enough. My knee pads were constantly
falling down. No manner of adjustments
had solved the problem. I even tried to
put one of them on upside down. Still
no luck. As I was pondering removing
the lower strap altogether, it dawned on
me that if the straps were not so tight, it
might help. It did indeed. Much fewer
problems with the kneepads.
After a few false starts we were
maintaining a full evacuation of the cave.
Glenn and I held back, and let the
younger, more energetic folk lead the
way. It could be that they were a little
tired of hearing me spout on about getting stuck with the rope. In spite oftheir
offers, I chose to carry the rope myself
if only to have a reason to complain ...
Close to the end, I gave Glenn my
elbow pads (they were his old kneepads,
and did not stay on my elbows worth a
dam anyway), and we made slow but
steady time back. We crawled back
through the stinking pools, and the deep
pools and the running water, and finally
made it out of the cave, to be greeted by
a starry night, and temperatures that
stepped up their efforts with the wind to
maximize the possibilities of hypothermia for wet cavers. I peeled out of my
wet shirt, put on my dry sweatshirt, coat,
mittens, and earmuffs. I then stuffed my
muddy cave bag (and the associated 100'
of wet muddy heavy rope) into the plastic bag that had kept my coat dry and
climbed out of the crevice. It was just
like caving. That's when I realized that
the landmarks that had been evident on
the way in would not be useful as navigation aids until sunrise the next morning. By this time it was 10:00 p.m., and
we were starting to loose flashlight batteries.
Over the next two hours, we probably crossed our own path several times,
and with the aid of a compass we
headed south for a while, then headed

north for a while, the whole time being
pulled east by some mysterious force.
We had a few false clues, coming across
a cave entrance that we may or may have
not identified correctly. If we identified
it correctly, then we would have gotten
lost leaving it in the dark as well. By
11: 15 we were listing for barking dogs,
occasionally shouting, and trying to navigate through the occasional puddles of
water and thick brush by the haze of
lights of Lampasas.
At 11:30 we were ready to hole up
for the night and fight off hypothermia
with the comfort of a warm fire (we
hoped it would be warm). Terry and his
fearless cave puppy made contact, and
we followed him the 40 or so feet to the
old road that led to the parking lot. We
were at our camp in time to get a group
picture taken at 11:53. I pulled the heavy,
wet, muddy rope out of my cave bag,
and put on clean pants, hopped in
Glenn's truck, and we headed back to
town stuffing down cookies and crackers as we negotiated the road out of the
park.
We were hoping for a fast food restaurant in Lampasas, but we had to
settle with a quickie mart in a gas station. We got stares, but no comments.
We were both covered with a thin
layer of mud. I took time to wash my
hands, but decided that the mess I
would leave trying to wash my beard
and hair would be too much to deal
with and left to pay for my
Frappachino. Glenn went back to wash
up, and I idled my time watching an endless of stream of people buying beer.
As he came up front, I commented,
"Wow you don't' even look like you dug
your way out of a prison" and we left. I
took my turn at driving a while later and
settled into a routine late-night drive
when the red flashing light made merecall the word "dug your way out of a
prison." The expression of the
officer's face was quite puzzled as he
played the flashlight over the gear in the
back of the pickup. He explained that I
See, "CBSB," page 31
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1998 Texas Caver Subject Index
Editor 's note:
Thi s is by no means a complete index for all of the subjects appearing in the 1998 Texas Caver issues. I have gone
through last year's issues and picked out what I noticed as far as subjects are concerned. The numbers after the subject listing
refer to the volume, issue, and page number the subject may be found . "B" stands for photos appearing on the back of an issue.
"C" stands for photos appearing on the cover.
Ballinger, Royce
Photo: 43.3.51
Burch, Jack
Photo: 43.4.63
Survey of Secret Cave: 43.4.63
Caverns of Sonora
Burch, Jack: 43.4.63
Development: 43 .5.72-73
Photos: 43 . 1.8-9, 43.2.c, 43.6.90
Restoration
1997 Project Report: 43 .1.3
1998 Project Report: 43.6.87 , 43.6.90
Survey of: 43.4.63
Cave Without a Name
Photo: 43 .3.c, 43 .6.91 , 43.6.93 , 43 .6.99
Restoration: 43.6.91
Caves
Aaron 's Talus Cave: 43.4.56
Adam's Gold Mine: 43.2.31
Blind Luck Cave: 43.4.56
Brinco: 43.6 .95
Cave of Many Names: 43 .3 .42
Cave Without a Name
Photos: 43.3 .c, 43.6.93 , 43 .6.99
Restoration : 43 .6.91
Caverns of Sonora
Burch, Jack: 43.4.63
Development: 43.5.72-73
Photos: 43 .1.8-9, 43 .2.c, 43 .6.90
Restoration
1997 Project Report: 43 .1.3
1998 Project Report: 43.6.87 , 43.6.90
Survey of: 43.4.63
Cedar Break Cave: 43.3.42
Chimniers Delight: 43.3.42
Close Shave : 43 .3.42
Cobb Cavern
Photo : 43.4.60
Cottonwood: 43.3.45
Cueva de Ia Pinturas
Map: 43.5.76
Photo: 43.5 .b
Devil 's Sinkhole: 43.5.71
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Caves, cont.
Dusty Cave: 43.4.56
Emerald Sink: 43.3.45
Endless Cave: 43.3.45
ESS Cave
Restoration: 43.3.49
Photo : 43.3.49
Felton Cave: 43 .2.6
Fort Stanton Cave: 43 .3.50
Golden State Motor Oil Can Cave: 43.3.42
Government Canyon Bat Cave: 43.6.92
Grape Hollow Cave:43.3.42
Green Cave
Photo: 43 .5.c
Honey Creek: 43 .1.12
Inner Space Cavern
Photo: 43.4.b
Jurnigan #2: 43.5 .81
Langtry Lead Cave: 43.3.45
Langtry Quarry Cave: 43.3.45
Last Gap: 43.3.42
Lost Boys Cave: 43.6.94
Lost Petzl Cave System: 43.3.42
Lost Pothole: 43.4.55
Lucky Hat Cave
Photo : 43.4.55
McKittrick Sand Cave: 43.3.45
Midnight Cave
Photo: 43.4.c
Miller Cave
Photo: 43 .6.92
Moon Mountain Cave: 43.4.42
Mystery Tunnel Cave: 43.1.10
Naj Tunich
Photo: 43 .2.28, 43.4.60, 43 .5.76
Trip Report: 43.2.28 , 43.4.58, 43 .5.76
Natural Bridge Caverns
Photo: 43.4.61 , 43.6.c, 43.6.b
Pozo de Montemayor
Map: 43.6.93
Photos: 43.6.92, 43.6.94
Pozo de Potrerito: 43.6.94
Santleben: 43.3.42
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Caves, cont.
Sentinel: 43.3.45
Sheep Trap Cave: 43.3.42
Sherwood Mountain Pot
Sistema Cheve: 43.3.41
Warrior Cave: 43.1.10
Wire Pen Pasture Cave: 43.3.42
Gear, reviewed
Kinetics 2AAA Mini Light: 43.4.59
Kong-Bonaiti Speleo Descender: 43 .2.30
Petzl Ascension: 43 .3.47
Government Canyon
Project report: 43.4.55
Caves
Blind Luck Cave: 43.4.56
Lucky Hat Cave
Photo: 43.4.55
Lost Pothole: 43.4.55
Dusty Cave: 43.4.56
Aaron's Talus Cave: 43.4.56
Government Canyon Bat Cave: 43.6.92
Grottos
DFW
Report: 43.1.12
Houston
Photo: 43.4.b
Report: 43.1.13
Maverick
Report: 43.3.46
Guatemala
Caves
Naj Tunich
Photo: 43.2.28, 43.4.60, 43.5.76
Trip Report: 43.2.28, 43.4.58, 43.5.76
Laos
Photo: 43.3.b
Report: 43.3.43
Mexico
Caves
Cueva de la Pinturas
Map: 43 .5.76
Photo: 43.5.b
Lost Boys Cave: 43.6.94
Pozo de Montemayor
Map: 43 .6.93
Photos: 43.6.92, 43.6.94
Pozo de Potrerito: 43.6.94
Sistema Cheve: 43.3.41
National Speleological Society
Awards
Honorary Member: 43.4.57
Convention '98
Tm: TExAs CAVER

National Speleological Society
Convention '98, cont.
Caving at: 43 .5.81
Report: 43.5.80
Photography
Cameras
Digital: 43.4.61, 43.5.75
Disposable: 43.3.48-49
Technique
Disposable: 43.3.48-49
Panoramics: 43.2.22-25
Pittman, Blair
Caverns of Sonora: 43.5.72-73
Tourguide: 43.5.71
Projects
Cave Without a Name
Caverns of Sonora
Photos: 43 .1.8-9, 43.2.c, 43.6.90
Restoration
1997 Project Report: 43.1.3
1998 Project Report: 43.6.87, 43.6.90
Colorado Bend State Park
Report May 1998:43 .3.42
Government Canyon
Project report: 43.4.55
Caves
Lucky Hat Cave
Photo: 43.4.55
Lost Pothole: 43.4.55
Blind Luck Cave: 43.4.56
Dusty Cave: 43.4.56
Aaron's Talus Cave: 43.4.56
Government Canyon Bat Cave: 43.6.92
Mameldo Ranch: 43.3.42
Sistema Cheve: 43.3.41
Russel, William H.
NSS award: 43.4.57
Smith, A. Richard
Award recipient: 43.5.74
Photo: 43.5.74
Texas Rangers: 43.5.78
Texas Speleological Association
Outstanding Service Award, 1998:43 .5.74
Photo Workshop: 43.3.c
Business Meeting
Spring 1999: 43.3.39
Winter 1998: 43 .2. 19
Thailand
Report: 43.3.43
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TRIP REPORT- LAKE AMISTED
By PETER SPROUSE

Devil's Moth Factory
athy Winfrey had asked Susie back of the entrance passage. This at the beginning of it, then went into
and me to map a cave for the seemed to be a classic "spring-seep" the continuing crawl. This got progresLake A misted Project. With that type cave found in canyon walls: nice sively tighter, room for only your
in mind we headed out to Rough start, soon pinches out too small. We body and maybe a million moths.
Canyon marina on the weekend of 3 noticed another thing - moths. Lots of This inspired the name "Million Moth
May 1997. A park ranger was waiting moths . We tied bandanas over our March." The airflow encouraged us
to continue, past a "Big
with a boat to take us up
13
11
Slam" soda bottle left
the Devil 's River arm of
PROFI~LE:NORTHVIEW
,
10
by floods. Soon we
the lake. We looked forII
11
_ _...J 1.-!;:
~L--------~~~
BIG
SIAM
popped out a hole in
ward to thi s, since the
. .. . . .
..
5
ENT71ANCE .c;::..._)'
. . . . . . . . . . . . ·. .
.·. · . . METERS 0
the cliffside. It was too
Devil's is considered one
steep to climb down
of the most beautiful rivat that point, so we
ers in Texa s. With
had to return through
Ranger Jim at the helm
10
131
the tight crawl. Back at
we zoomed upriver to our
PROFILE: EAST VIEW
the main entrance we
assigned cave entrance.
soon saw Ranger Jim 's
Since the park extends
METERS :
boat approaching, with
only a short distance past
THE DEVIL'S MOTH FACTORY
Cathy waving from
the shore in most cases,
VAL VERDE COUNTY. TEXAS
on board.
the caves in this project
SUUNTO AND TAPE SURVEY
They took us for a
are mostly right by the
3 MAY 1997
SURVEYED AND DRAWN BY
sightseeing
trip up the
water, if not actually unSUSIE LASKO, PETER SPROUSE
LENGTH: 138 METERS
river, pointing out
de rw ater so me of the
DEPTH: 13 METERS
time.
many entrances in the
cliff walls, including
We hopped out of
one which has an indigthe boat onto the rocky
enous painting of a panshore and climbed up
into the entrance, which
ther. We stopped at the
was about 4 meters wide
cave that had been the
and 7 meters high. We
site of an archeological
took a brief look around
excavation, really just a
to ge t oriented. We
single room cave in
passed a high lead on
daylight. The final stop
the right, then another
was at Indian Springs,
25
10
15
20
5
0
s ide passage on the
just
before the point
METERS
right side which looped
where the flowing river
into the high lead. This
dumps into the lake .
right-hand lead kept goQuite a bit of water
ing straight as well. Straight ahead mouths to keep from breathing them. comes out at the foot of a breakthe passage pinched, but a left-hand lead Next we mapped into the left-hand down pile. There is also a large travwent. Returning to the entrance we be- passage, which we named Mothra's Re- ertine deposit associated with thi s
gan the survey from tag VAL20, which venge. This pinched out, but could spring, with numerous holes in it.
was already in place. I was glad to be heading for another entrance on Some determined checking at this site
see that the project was using the the cliff.
might result in the discovery of a sigstandardized county numbering system.
Next we went back to map the nificant cave, maybe related to H. T.
First we mapped straight in to the right-hand lead. We surveyed the loop Miers Cave.
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TRIP REPORT- MEXICO
By PETER SPROUSE

El Picorete
llan Cobb, Gill Ediger, and I the arroyo. Erick and Ramon set about that was starting to peel off the wall.
headed for Monterrey on 22 rigging, then people started descending Downhill I could see cavers gathered at
January 1999 for a meeting the two lines. Peering in, you began to a low spot where they were rigging a
with the ITESM caving club at get perspective on how big it was at the rope. We began a perimeter survey along
Monterrey Tee University. I presented bottom when you saw cavers descend- the north wall, doing 20 meter shots. At
the low end was a recent cola slide show about the
lapse in sediment, a blind 8
Purificacion Project, and
EL PICORETE
meter pit that had been much
about various caving areas I
MAMULIQUE. NUEVO LEON
shallower on their last trip.
had worked in around
SUUNTO AND TAPE SURVEY
23 JANUARY 1999
Erick had climbed up the
Monterrey. This was well
ADRIANA MONTEMAYOR, LAURA ROSALES
PETER SPROUSE
DRA'NN BY PETER SPROUSE
big
block
at the uphill end of
received by the club, and
-o
cLENGTH: 100M DEPTH: 74 M
the
room
to
report a tight crack
some good contacts were
CROSS SECTIONS 112 SCALE
with warm air blowing out. I
made for future trips. After
decided to check this out, scalthe meeting we had a few
ing the flaky cliff past zopilote
pitchers at the local German
"
mummies. I found a way
pub before resting up for the
down the other side between
next day's caving.
,,
the giant block and the wall,
The cavers rendez"
;,
following
a good breeze. Afvoused early at the university.
ter about 20 meters it got too
Then we headed north in a
tight, although it could be dug.
four-vehicle caravan past
Deep, dusty bat guano made
Cienega de Flores on our way
;
that prospect less than attracto EI Picorete, a large pit that
tive. But if there was a way
the club members discovered
/_ __,-__/PROFILE: 270 DEGREE VIEW
down
to the stream that preabout ten years ago. They
sumably is carrying away the
have been using it as a verticollapsed breakdown , this
cal training site ever since, but
would be it.
it had not yet been mapped.
I shot quite a few photos
We got permission at a ranch
at the bottom and then up top,
house then made our way
while the cavers filtered up the
across the low hills of the
ropes.
Dusk fell as we hiked
Cerros los Lomitos. I was
the desert trail back to the
very curious to see the pit
trucks , with the lights of
since I hadn't known of any
Monterrey
in the distance. We
caves in this range of flaggy
~0
METERS
caravaned back to Ruben's
limestone. After a few kilohouse in Apodaca for a backmeters we parked the trucks
PLAN: 270 DEGREE VIEW
yard barbecue and party. More
and headed up a valley on
cavers
stopped by, the highlight
foot. We climbed gently upwards, following a footpath through ing the breakdown slope. Laura, of the evening being Ramon's birthday
scrub brush and joshua trees. Before Adriana, and I surveyed around the en- celebration, which earned him a plunge
long we were at the edge of a large trance, then taped the 46-meter drop. in the frigid swimming pool.
All in all, we had a great weekend
s6tano, situated right in the middle of The rappel landed us in the middle of a
an arroyo. The entrance was about 20 huge collapse chamber about 80 meters and really enjoyed getting to know the
meters in diameter, and the only solid across. At the uphill end of the room ITESM cavers. Thanks, guys, for the
place to rig was tin the bedrock floor of was a giant block about 20meters wide wonderful hospitality!
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TRIP REPORT- MEXICO
By REBECCA JONES

Cueva de Ia Puente
ebecc a Jone sJoe Ivy, Alan
Adam s (VT) and I began the
re s urv ey of Cueva de La
Puente in SLP, Mexico, in February
1998. We had originally planned a twomonth caving trip to Oaxaca and
Chiapas, Mexico and Guatemala. In
Oaxaca we'd hiked for days vainly looking for a cave that might connect into
Sistema Cheve. In Chiapas, masked
gunmen (who we assumed were
Zapatistas) told us to leave a very promising area. In Guatemala ... well , let's
just say we did not find the rumored
glory caves of Guatemala. Things had
gone so badly that we were returning two
weeks early. Having found nothing in
six weeks, we were a bit demoralized.
Not wanting to go home with nothing to
show for our troubles except a commemorative Zapatista doll , we settled for
a resurvey. Something easy, boring, productive.
Cueva de Ia Puente had been discovered in 1968 by cavers from the SWT
Grotto working in the Sierra de Alvarez
east of the city of San Lui s Potosi. They

R

returned several times and produced a
map that was published in 1972 in Mexican Caving of the Southwest Texas
Grotto 1968-1971 . Several major sections of cave had been found since then,
but none of them had been surveyed. A
new map was in order. With a few days
to spare, we thought we could get a good
bit of it knocked off. We underestimated
the task. (To date, all but two of the nine
cavers involved in the resurvey project
are from the UT Grotto in Austin.)
The usual La Puente trip goes in
the Historic Entrance and follows dry
walking passage for two kilometers to
the Junction Room. From here, you can
continue downstream another kilometer
through a low air space (the previous end
of survey) to a 30-meter drop and the
downstream sump. Upstream from the
Junction Room is a wet passage with a
series of rimstone dams. The original
exploration had ended at an upstream
sump. In the mid 70's a mining company placed 14 fixed ladders down a
120-meter deep pit series and connected
another entrance. Since that time, La

Charley Savvas and mine junk ncar the original upstream sump.
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Puente has been visited by hundreds of
people each year. Almost all of them
make the four-kilometer through trip and
exit via the ladders.
Surveying heavily visited cave
sounds boring, huh? Going slowly and
really looking at passage long taken for
granted was an eye opener. Travelling
backwards, corning in the way we had
always left the cave, gave us additional
insight. We began by surveying in the
Ladder Entrance and down the pit series. This was tedious because the mining company had left junk (8-inch water pipe, high-tension electric cable,
welded fixed ladders, discarded cable
ladder, abandoned tools, etc.) everywhere. In a large section of cave, Joe
asked for a station at the far wall. Alan,
with lead tape, slipped between some
boulders and said "There is no far wall."
We found some incredible passage
that day. Huge and well decorated, it
wasn ' t virgin, but it wasn't well traveled
either. There were footprints : the trail
of a few people going in and then leaving. When we asked the SLP cavers what
they knew of this passage, none of them
had ever heard of it. Neither have any
of the Texas cavers we ' ve talked to.
We ' re guessing that some men from the
local mining company may have been
there. In all, we surveyed three major
rooms off of the ladder series that day.
Joe is the best sort of bookkeeper:
artistic, fast, and anal. He's unwilling
to sketch a passage without looking carefully. He checks everything. Dropping
into a small hole off of the ladder series.
Joe found a way around the sump that
had stopped the original explorers. This
was the most important discovery of the
project. The old upstream sump had
long been accepted as impenetrable.
Preparing the book the next day, Joe realized he'd found the bypass and scooped
THE TEXA S CAVER
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200 meters of new cave on his birthday.
Joe's bypass gave us access to several
kilometers of new cave. We spent the
rest of the trip pushing and surveying the
new upstream passage.
That first "resurvey" trip set the
tone for the whole project. Everything
at La Puente went better than anyone
could have expected. An afternoon bop
to Cueva Moscas (which had been reported to choke just beyond daylight)
found canyon passage that went 70 stations to a promising sump. We'd found
huge forgotten passage just meters from
the tourist trail. We'd bypassed the upstream sump. On that first resurvey trip
we didn't resurvey anything. Our simple
plan to update the La Puente map had
become a major project.
Talking about our finds at a UT
Grotto meeting, there was a good bit of
interest. The only skeptical comments
came from a guy who'd been associated
with the SWT group. "People were all
over that cave in the 60 's and 70 's.
There's nothing new there. It floods. All
the footprints would have washed away."
That attitude comes up often when discussing well-known caves. We were not
discouraged.
The survey on the second trip, in
May 1998, began at the Historic Entrance. Charley Savvas (of Austin) was
along to help Joe and me. By the end of
the first day, we had 12 new leads off
the first kilometer of the main passage.
We named a large dry upper level room
full of rotting guano the Chump Room
in honor of all naysayers.
We managed to resurvey nearly all
of the previously mapped cave on that
trip. We also completed the surface survey between the Ladder and Historic entrances and a smaller loop between the
Historic and Little entrances. None of
the loops closed in plan view; the profile loops were very accurate. There was
a 120-meter error in the big loop (which
includes the metal filled passage used
by the mining company) and an 8-meter
error in the small one. We resurveyed
the whole entrance loop using different
7i!E T EXA S CAVER

stations, only to get the same 8-meter
error. This was discouraging. Much of
the area is covered by non-sedimentary
rock of volcanic origin that affects a
compass. We'd have to re-do the surface survey and carefully stay on the exposed limestone.
Continuing in the new upstream
passage, we pushed another kilometer
noting that once again the guys from the
mining company had been here. The
passage had been altered. Rimstone
dams had been notched and channels
dredged at low places to allow progress.
The miners had checked all the wet
leads, but ignored the dry ones. At the
end of the second trip, we ' d more than
tripled the length of mapped cave. The
upstream was going strong and we had
two dozen smaller unchecked leads.
On the third trip, in June 1998,
Oscar Barrones and Rick Lind came
with Joe and me. We pushed the up-

stream passage to a terminal sump. Joe
and I found an upper level passage that
we hoped would bypass it. Oscar, Joe
and I also surveyed downstream from
the Junction Room to the top of the 30meterdrop.
It was great having Oscar along.
He was raised in San Luis and knows
the La Puente Valley area well. He
showed us the easiest way to the resurgence cave. He also helped us talk
with Maria Conception. Maria was
born at La Puente and has lived there
all her life. She's kept tabs on activities
at the cave and was able to date all
the groups involved: Texas cavers,
miners, and Mexican cavers . Maria and
Oscar were able to tell us the history
of the valley since the turn of the century.
In September 1998, during the wet
season, we returned for the fourth trip,
this time with Charley Savvas and Kevin
Cueva Michaela

Cueva De La Puente
Sump;.

S.L.P., Mexico
March, 1999
Length: 7208m
Depth: -199m

Plan View

Infeeder

lnfeeder

Historic Entrance
Upstream Sump

0.0 m

100 0 .0 m

North
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Stafford. We pushed the high lead that
Joe and I had hoped would bypass the
new upstream sump. Unfortunately, the
ceiling of the dome at the end is the bottom of a huge breakdown pile. Although
air rushes up into the breakdown, it's not
passable. We suspect that there's borehole above the breakdown and probably
a way down to the stream above the
sump. Blasting here will be difficult.
We also checked the unsurveyed
wet in feeder identified on the SWT map.
We surveyed 250 meters to a horrible
crawl. Where we turned around, Kevin,
on lead tape, was trenching the floor to
proceed. We decided to leave the pleasure of this passage for a drier time and
went back 30 meters to a high lead. After
a climb that was terrifying despite
Charley's excellent coaching, we were
in a very dry passage. The ceiling and
walls are covered with gypsum and the
floor is old crumbling flowstone. This
section of the cave is underneath the nonsedimentary surface deposits. It has
good air and is heading for some large
sinks about a kilometer away on the far
side of the land bridge.
The rain, which had held off since
we'd arrived, started again at the end of
the week. A stream had been flowing
down the normally dry arroyo and into

the Historic Entrance. This arroyo runs
along the contact and the new upstream
passage crosses underneath the streambed. We hiked up that drainage looking unsuccessfully for places where it
might be sinking into the cave below.
We spent the following day pulling
Kevin's truck up the muddy hill from
camp to the road. During the rainy season it's probably best to camp on top of
the land bridge, not down in the sinkhole.
In January of 1999, we attempted
to finish the project. Alan Adams was
back, as were Charley and Kevin;
Christie Rogers was along too. Alan,
Joe and I worked on finishing the most
important leads and taking lots of pictures. Charley, Kevin and Christie were
to tackle the aid climbs. This trip we all
spent a lot of time goofing off.
Joe, Alan and I did manage two
photo trips. We did the epic journey to
the resurgence cave (called Cueva de
Salida de Agua in the SWT book,
Cueva Michaela by the locals) and
mapped it. We completed the surface
survey avoiding the exposed magnetic
rock (this has improved the closure error quite a bit). Joe and Alan also finished the survey of the downstream cave
to the sump. Charley, Kevin and Christie

spent two days doing aid climbs and then
mopped up their survey.
The latest trip to La Puente was in
early March 1999. Joe, Mark Folsom
(NY) and I pushed and surveyed the
most important leads. Several hours of
digging upstream through sumped passage connected Cueva Moscas into the
main passage and created a loop that
closed well. We also photo-documented
some of the new passages. At this point
the "resurvey" is complete enough to
begin drafting the map. Currently, the
cave is 7,208 meters long and 199 meters
deep. We've done more than 5 kilometers of surface survey.
The next (and final?) La Puente
trip will be in July. Most of the remaining leads are aid climbs or small
infeeders. There is certainly more borehole above the active stream passage, but
it will be difficult to get into. While
we've resolved much of the original closure error, some problems still remain.
We will try to meet with some of the
people from the mining company. We
would like to get their transit survey of
the ladder series to compare with our
tainted compass survey. It would also
be interesting to talk with the men who
did the exploration in the 70's. We hope
to finish the project this summer.

INTERNET- KILLER BEES
By NATHANIEL MANN
Here's one that all Texas cavers ought to
kn ow about since the killer bees have been
found as far north as Waco. -Gill Ediger
I saw the posts about a bee colony in
th e entrance of Hoya de Guaguas in
Mexico as well as other pits, and thought I
might be able to offer some advice on minimi zing damage if you disturb a colony of
africanized bees in Mexico. I've kept honeybees for twenty-nine years, and once spent
a few months working with a commercial
beekeeper who managed African bees in
South Africa, and additional time in Israel.
Wild bee colonies are prone to use
small caves and rock overhangs for nest sites
in areas lacking hollow trees, which would
apply to most of Mexico. This brings them
30

into potential contact with cavers in and
around rocky cave entrances. Your best defense is to be aware of the possibility of
encountering them and have a healthy respect for the danger a mass attack could
pose, particularly if you are in a vulnerable
position such as ascending a rope.
One of the behavioral differences between the European race of bees we know
in this country and the africanized bees now
in Mexico is that the later bees may attack
en masse if disturbed. Furthermore, honeybees only sting in the vicinity of their nest.
However, the africanized bees have a larger
"vicinity" around their nest that they will
defend than do the European races of bees.
This means they will attack you sooner and
pursue you further if you inadvertently dis-

turb or threaten their nest. Nevertheless, they
will undoubtedly cease pursuit as you move
away from their nest site and put more distance and visual obstacles between them and
you as you flee.
Although bees can be dangerous, they
are, after all, much smaller and simpler than
us and are really pretty easy to deal with if
you understand their behavior. Here are
some tricks to consider if you do encounter
honeybees:
-Bees have very poor vision. They
have compound eyes that form images as
composites of many points of light. This
type of vision causes them to have very poor
visual resolution, but exceptionally keen
detection of motion across the points of light
in their visual field . Therefore, it is easy and
TilE TEXAS CAVF.R
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CBSB
was doing 12 over the 45-MPH limit. I
suspect he was looking for drunks,
and he bought the story that we had
been caving since ten that morning. I
think that caving was written all over
my face . He gave us some sound
advice about local speed limits and Jet
us go. I was in bed by 3:00 am, and
slept better than I did the last time I spent
the night at Colorado Bend! I woke up
with bruises where my ribs were
dragged over rocks, but otherwise none
the Jess for wear.

I would like to return the favor of
exploring this cave by taking the gang
to a cave in Indiana called Waynes Cave.
The crawl is a little tighter, but smoother,
and it takes 2 to 3 hours to make the
1200' passage. At the end is a very nice
walking passage with lots of rooms ,
domes , and wells . We can get there in
just under 20 hours from Austin if we
stay under 12 over the speed limit. Is this
a beginner cave? Well , the climb-in
was a tiny bit dicey, but at the beginning of a trip one is fresh and vital. By
the end of the trip, one is motivated to

get out. A little assistance at that point,
and the rest of the cave presents no
true challenge where the life span of a
new caver might be foreshortened considerably by some poor judgment or
faulty sense of balance. The pit at the
end is an exception. Tthe new caver
should know how to ascend and rappel
if they are going to try the pit, but even
that is not technically challenging. It's a
safe cave, just grueling and painful. The
kind you save for just the right
people .. .Let me know when you're up
for it.

effective to hide from bees by standing behind a tree or crouching behind a bush . They
will generally not be able to find you. On
the other hand, swatting at them allows them
to see you and they attack with a fury. Each
bee that stings you leaves alarm pheromones
at the sting site which then marks you as
the target for other bees that follow. It takes
them a moment to sting you because they
have to brace their legs and dig their claws
into your skin. Rather than swatting at bees
it is far better to smoothly reach up and
pinch them when they alight to sting you.
-Bees see very poorly at night, in fact
they really cannot orient well enough to
even fly. If you ever have trouble with bees

at a pit, simply wait for darkness and climb
past them with your light off.
- Bees are easily subdued with any
kind of smoke. Native African honey hunters have climbed trees and robbed - barehanded- the most savage bees for thousands
of years simply by carrying smoking material with them. It takes the fight right out of
the bees
-Finally, stings arc not really that bad
as long as they are not in a highly vascular
part of your body. The worst areas are the
face , the scalp, and the finger tips/under the
fingernail. Practically, this means you may
want to protect your face with clothing or
even by simply holding your hands out like

horse blinders to shield either side of your
eyes and face . Any stings you get should be
promptly scraped out of the skin with a fingernail. Be careful not to depress the venom
sack as you do. Remo ving the stingers at
once will greatly decrease the amount of
venom you receive and consequently the
pain and swelling that follows .
- Bees do have a keen sense of smell ,
although I'm not sure if merely the smell
of humans would be enough to motivate an
attack. More likely is your getting in the
flight path to their nest. If they have to fly
past you in coming and going to the nest
they are likely to take notice and attack you.

WHIRLPOOL CAVE
Photos by CHRISTA MCLELAND

During the winter of 1998, the Whirlpool Cave gate was severely damaged by
vandals. Consequently, the entrance was temporarily sealed while a new gate was
built. Gill Ediger is shown here preparing the old gate support structure to accept
the frame for the new gate (the old, damaged gate lies in the background) .

Gill makes finishing touches on
the new gate after installation.
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